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JOB POTSON’S
EXPERIMENT.

Itwas & di sble stormy day
out of doors snd in the village srore
were collected a doges, o; mki . c;;:
cial spirits, eagaged in drinking ocider
sod talking polities. By snd by they
bad talked the political field dry, and
ose of their vumber—Sam Sbute by
pame-—a red-nosed, bhu:yad -c?..
opened upon the subjest domest
government. He ventilsted himsell
househould affsirs in general, |
sad finally ooe of bis hob-
bies sa follows;

‘I tell ye, my boys, s man’s got to
be -lmt,.in hisown bouse if be ever

BURIAL OF THE BEAUTIFUL.
Where shall the dead and the beautiful
sleep?
In the 3 where the willow sand eypress
Where the wind of thé West breathes its soft-

est. sigh,
Wherethe :H:ary stresm is flowing nigh,
And the pure clear drops of its rising spraya
Glisten like gema in the bright moon’s rays—
Where the sun’s warm may never dis-
Ni 'sp:-l o'er the form we lov'd so well,
vale where the sparkling waters flow.

In

‘Where the fairest aud earlicst violets grow;

R
Bury her there, bory ber

Where shall the dead and the besutiful

1
“n"h:leslum bloom in ﬂi!"uﬂym;
Where the sweet robes of spring may ¥

ng? dlecper’s bresst; expects to be saybody. Just let your
m;’m‘:ﬁ. veiso of the dlsiless dove '“lglilllild{. sud she'll be sure to
Breathing notes of desp and undyinglove; ,|kedp 'em. Lord! what s thing & man
Where no colums peoud in the sun may glow, | pyuet beto let his wife rule him.’
;‘;,:?;.ﬁ'.hmm :ﬂ.’;;?.i b’k:; Thereupon Mr. Ssm Shuats finished

bis mug of cider acd then filled his
month with tobabeo.

“That’s s fact,’ eried Tom Buraham,
ina thick, foggy voice, ‘Egad, I'd
like to see & woman ralinme. I never
bad it in my fam'ly. No sirs, I hold
the reins mysell. My wife moves
when [ tell her to. She's got her
lesson, and she ksowsjust what to de-

“..

Tom Buroham finished his mug of
cider and lighted Ius old Dblack

pipe. : .
*You're right,’ chimed Lot Quimby,

Where wandering Peris love to rest; !
Where the sky and the earth are softly fair,
Bury hee there—bury her there!

IN THE NIGHT.

Dark, dsck the.night, sud fesrfully I grops
Amidst the shadows, fecling for the way,
But cannot find it. Here's no help, no hope,

And God is very fiar off with his day!

Hush, hush, faint heart! Why, this may be
chance, >
When things are at their worst to prove
= r;m:; thy great deli
Look nd wait thy eliverance,
ll:l";::ll.hhnlt the darkest unje death.

What need of faith, if all wers visibly eleart |lifting his great dirty boots on (be | but he quickly recovered himsell, and
rl
y

like tosee » womsan pullin me around for my own affairs. If vou will attend

stoye hearth as he spoke. ‘If & man
provides a home for his family, he's
got s rite to be boss. Thunderl I'd

*Tia for the trisl time that this was given;
Though elouds be thick, its sun is Fut a8

near,
And faith will find him in the heart of
heavgn.
*Tia often on thelest grim ridge of war
God takes his stand to aid un in our fight;

He watelies while we roll the tide afar;
And'beaten back, is near u3 in his might!

Under the wildest night, the heavicat woe,
When earth looks desolate—heaven dark
with doom,
Faith has s fire-flash of the heart to show
The face of the Eternal in the gloom.

by the nose.’

“The fact is," resumed Sam Shute,
emptying his mouth upon the foor,
‘these ere women have got to two lead-
in' stringe, and when they cant Elll by
one they try the other. In the frst
place they want to govern like masters,
—that suits them best but; if they can’t
do that, then they try to fetch us round

" SECRET LOVE. by frettin’, and conxin’. But they
—_ don't come none o' Lther nonsense over
Let-me in secret come to thee, me.

Let me in seeret, let me go;
Our happiness the less would be,
Wereall the world our joys to know,

his foot down, what cam & woman
do!’
“That’s so,” pronounced Burnham,
digging up the moist tobagco in bis
pipe with the blade of his jack knile,
and then puffing away for dear life.—
“Thats so,’ he repeated alter his pipe
was once more in smoking order.—
‘I've hnd "xperiencein that. When »
man once puts his foot down, a woman
can't do mothin'. A woman'll pull an’
haul jest as long as there's a chance of
bavin® her own way; but when she
finds that she’s gol a master, why,
Lord blese ye, she'll be like a colt
with the bit in,—there may be some
kickin’ and strugglin’; bat she’s got to
come ‘round finslly. Women have to
be broken jes" like colts.’'
*Egg-sactly!’ said Lot Quimby; low-
ering his boots to the floor, but leaving
s part of the dirt upon the stove-
hearth. 'You've hit the thing pre-
cisely, Tom., Egad, there’s some com-
fort in » man’s telling that he's boss of
the establishment. 1If I've ever got to
be a slave, I hope I shan't be a slave
to s womsn—1ihat's all I've got to say.
As long as I've got a house I kalkilate
to rule it. What's your opinion,
Job?”
This last remark was sddressed to
Job Potson, a small sized, quiet look-
ing man, who sat inthe corner amo-
king a new pipe.

‘I guess," said Ssm Shute, with a
laugh, “‘that Job is a leetle on the

And let no glance of thine disclose
How farour hearts are Jost in love;
The island of our blies arose
From out the sen it towers above

Of Eden is true love the fruit,

That must be plucked by two slone;
If it n serpent’s eye pollote,

Its sweetness is forever gone.

" [Original.]
For the Gallipolis Journal
MEMORIES.

1 am sitting to-night

With the pale moonlight
Solemnly falling around me;

Silent and slow

The shades come and go
W here memory”s chain has baund me.

There's a sweet little stream
With a silvery gleam
Of moonlight shimering o'er it;
“f‘_hmc'l a cottage door
ith the merry roar
Of children playing before it.

There's the grand old trees,
The birds and bees,
And flowers with their rainbow besuty;
With their mellow chime
Of musieal rhyme,
Tuning our souls to their duty.

That lesson’s learned.

Now the leaf is turned,
Ands preture as fnir and bright,

As ever the sun

Shone down upon,
Bursts grandly upon my sight.

There are s lingnatreams,
And youthful dreams,
And beauty, and wealth, and power;

. other track.’ 5’ i don" 7" Mr. Potson
But than th meri use it or not, don"t you r.
Were l:l:prm wed ase ‘Shouldnt wonder,' sdded Tom| Mrs. Potson resumed her sewing. |exhibeted s little feeling.
Enrth’s most precious dower. Buroham with s wink. He ran s| <Poor, dear little man!" She did not! *The wool is at your dis , Job.
d broom-straw through the muddy stem|gay this aloud: but she thoaght it| 11 you please to have some cloth made,
But again a change, 2 L y : ! you p
Sad and strunge, of s old pipe; andthen continued 1o herself. A quiet smile stole over |I will spin and weave it. You have

Comes over life's varying waves;

—'His wife's got th r hand I
There are hopes and fears, i i=l g o

rather 2

Trials and tewen, “Not by s derned sight,” exclaimed
And toils, and sarrows, and graves. Job, in high dudgeon. ‘Sirs! my wife
Under the wall, don’t rule me. You're mighty mista-

Whmﬁlulud-u'hﬂ< -

Thickest from the dark eypress grove; ken if youthink I'm hen-pecked.’

Moss covered by ‘But Mrs. Potson does just about ss

And watered with tears, she's o mind to, I take it," suggested
Is the grave of & buried love. Shute.

Yet no human form, *Aod sdded,” Burnbam, who had

For the banqueti

ot his pi nece more, ‘I
W laid in that narrow SELONE Des oy > e '

rather guess Job does jest about as she
tells him to do.
‘That’s so, fast eneugh.’ said Lot

Quimby.
Bat Job deelared that it was not so;

A ol

By souls that were lovingly wed.
The bitterest woe

Lord] When s man oace puls|yond their depth, Job Polson was

just as plain to her perception, as|

to turn over a new leaf in your fami- He could break the ice without lower-

*You've hit it the first time.’

suggesiions?

to your suggesiions as I think they

she knew (hat something had been
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my own homel We'll see who'll gov- himself, 5
ern! The door steps and the He-up
Sarah Potson eat in herkitchen, en- |troubled bim. He r o -
Iggad in mendiog her husband's lrock. oughttio be fixed; but Mg
was s medinm sised, mild-faced turn his beck %0 sggo
| woman, with clesr hazel eyes, and dark road. -
brown hair—4 faithfal loving woman, | At length the dinfler
frugsl snd industrious, and possessing 'and Job went in and took
& good share of firmoees and decision. table. The old smile, U
The house was clean, and 1o order, the fificen years cheered
shed was a pattern of neatness; the noon and might, had
bara was well kept; the cows and pigs wile’s face, sand she g
were (at and sleek; the orchard was meekly and submissively. .
trim; sod the farm was productive;|  ‘Will my master have sol
and a careful observer who had watch- ssuce? she asked.

———

ed the doings of fifteen years, would irony in the tone—no malepilenensibi
have ssid that Sarah Potson was the she spoke gui.&]’ and poli - S
genins who presided over all this order|  “Yes,' said Job, ‘I should like some

snd thrift. lof it.” X
Job Potson reached his home, and | But his dinner did not taste good 1o
bung bis hat upon the back of & him. He did not feel at bome. He
chair, and sat down by the stove. lelt to wse one form of bis own
‘Job,” said bis wife without stopping though, ‘like s cat in s garrel.”
her neédle, “as soon ss you get warm, After dinper he went out smoked
I guess you'd better fix our front door in the shed; and then he went in and
step. The plack on the lower step is fixed the door step. This was flnished
loose. Aod sfter dioner would be a aboat the mlddle of the afternoon, sad
good time to secare tho besm over the from then until supper time he worked
tie-up, You bad better do it before at his wood pile. At the supper-table
the stanchions get loose. The cattle he felt more nervous and upessy than
can work them s little now. A stith at dinner. Ooce or twice be ventured
in lime saves nine, you koow. to raise his eyes'to his wifé®s face but
‘I'll ook out for my baro,” said Job, there was no smile for bhih—none of
placing rather an undue emphssis upon the old bappy look.
the my. | This was more than Job Polson was
His wile's needle fairly stopped, sad 'prepared for. He had--or sup-
8 look of eariyus surprise crept over posed he had--screwed his courage up
ber face. What did the man mesa. (o the poist of meeting his- wile's
‘But Job,” she snggested kindly, show of temper. In fact, he had »
‘have you poticed that the beam is store of barsh, commandipg words,
o already erranged, to hur] h& at her
when ske shouid dare to qgestion his
authority, or offer to treal him with
contempt. Dot he had not planned for
| meeting such an emergency as this.—
He had nnnounced his igtestion of
governing his wiie, aud she had twken
bim at bis word. Whatshoald he do?
|How should he commence? What
sort of a task bad he before him? As
be sat in the chimney corner, after
evening chores had all been done, smo-
king his pipe, he felt very much like s
msau who hnss witempted to *speak in
meeting.’ and has forgotien his speech.
His wile bed been 1n the habit, every
|evening, when she was well, of singing
{and chatting over her knitting; but her
voice whs now hushed.
forced to make wp in biltersess what| At nine o'clock he arose to attend
he lacked in power. |to his esttle, He looked for his lsn-
At first his wife was astounded; but | tern but eould not findit.
when she saw that he kept his eyes up-| *Where is my lantern?
on the fire, not daring to raise them | *I guess itis where you left it," said
toward her; and when she saw (hat his Sarah, She laid down her knitting,
teeth were closely shut, and his head and went out into the porch where she
cocked over wpon one side, the truth|found it sitting on a bench. She light-
flashed upoo ber. She was & womsn ed wnd handed it to her husband.
of quick, keen perceplion, and she| ‘Shall I do snything more for you,
knew that he had been down to the |Job?
store, and she koew who were in the| She was calm snd passive; he was
habit of congregating there. It was choking with perplexity.
*That’s all he gasped. And then he
though she had heard S8am Shute and | went away and fed the cattle, and got
Tom Barnham vestilsting their stores|in his wood for morning.
of demestic philosophy. [ What a cheerless evening it had
‘Job,' she inquired very quietly, been!
‘what are my duties?’ | On the following morning Job found
Now Job had pat his foot into it; the same sedate fsce at the breakfast
and be must not back down. He was table—-no smiles no cheer—no soecial
nota diplomat, and he answered blunt- chatting. After breakfast he wentout
Iy and squarely; 'and fixed the beam at the tie-up; and
‘Your duty is to obey your husband;|then he was at his wit's end. What
and,’ be added fixing himsell irmly in| would he have given at that moment
his seat, 'l bope you will do it." for a suggestion from his wife. By
‘Do you mean that you are going and by a lucky thought struck him.

Th-ii rather staggered Job Potson;

sced his right foots little more Crm-
upon the floar.
‘Sarah,” he said, ‘I will lock out
to your daties here in the house, you
will do enough.’

*Job Potson, what do you mean?'

‘I mesn this.” replied Job, speakiag
quickly and soappingly. He badn’t
the streagth to speak slowly and stern-
ly. I mean this. I'll be master of
my own affaire. [ don"t need a ruoler;
and what's more, I don't intend to
have onel’ '
Like all men who are venturing be-

ly?" inquired Mrs. Potson, |ing his own dignityl He went into
‘That's it exactly,” eried Job.— |the house with this purpose.

*Sarah he said with his hands work-
‘And you are to be mnster? ing nervously in his pockets, ‘what
‘l an.’ |do you think sbont haviug the loom
*And berealter you want none of my put in order!®

| ‘T don't think anything about it,
‘Hereafter I shall pay such attention Job. Youn can do sa you think best.’

‘But you know whether you wantto

her pretly face, and she patted her but to issue your orders.’ Her voice
trim foot wpon the floor. She had not | was very low and calm, and her bear-
the least l.hndaght of being angry with |ing was respectfal.

her husband——not the least in the| «Bu¢* yai ak
world. She knew his wenkness; and m.‘tii::dhiﬂﬁmmhlgyla:tto'
whether the loom wants fxing.’

‘If it Is your wish, my busband, I
will go and examine it and report to
you. I will do anything you say. Only
be kind to me, and don't expect me to
soticipate your wants, Shall I go up
with yoa now?’

uYu_"

The loom was in the shed-chamber,
and thither Job led the way. His wife
pointed out Lo him what was necessa:
to be dooe, snd then left him at his
work.

Dinner and supper—cheerless and
dark!

Job Potson had gone the length of
his line. What inthe world to do with

thorning him.

*Job.' she said, afier she had re-
flecled » few moments. ‘I am your
wife. You are & man, while | am on-
ly s woman. It is right that you
should command. I am your most
humble servant. Give me your orders
as you please; but I beg you to trest
me kindly.”

And then, with sober fsce and
bended hesd, Sarsh pursued her
work.

What in the world was Job Potson
to say now? He had never heard his
wife spesk so sadly and solemnly be-
fore. He sat upon nettles, He got

In“‘hm?;lm'léﬂ. and he became angry when his com-

"~ Is the stinging smart, pruions Isughed at him snd expressed
Of = bankrupt heart, their pity for him.

To wesr through the weary years. But when Job Potson went out from

+ the store add started for home, he

g { by gl S began to wonder if they-had oot told

Of years that have gone forever; the truth. Job was not a large mind-

Come not ed man. He was an honest kind-|

With your plessure and pain,
The links of the past to dissever.

Closed be the door,
Unbar it no more,

hearted man; but he lacked energy and
decision. - SLill, he had some pride, as
all small men are ap! to have; and the |
remarks of his companions had tomeh- |

Lok s s o o 1 the Tcts ed him In  tender spot. As he walked
An unbroken chain, slowly homeward he thought the mst-
Some bright, mmad.viﬂ;mx& ter over, and fioally come to the con-

clusion that his wile did rale. He
e — 2 P 'ealled to mind the domestic arrange-
Cone For Scawoar-—Mr. Jesse C. ments and doings of the past week,
Philips, of Champaign county, went 8nd was forced to admit that he was,
" before Probate Judge A F. Vance, snd it many respects, the governed. He
made solemn oath that he did nol v::: mdwnu in the road, and put
Vallandigham. The time is not di own.
::I. that I.len:dl of p::.':ill wish ‘This won't do!’ he declared to him-
they conld purge themselves of the foul sell. ‘T must tarn over s vew leal.—
‘uﬂiluum;sn;. By th;rmlm! I'll be master in

up and went to the closet; he tried to
whistle; and finally he Jeft the house.
He went to the barn, and examined the
beam over the tie-up. It was loose, and
be saw at onge that it ought to be fixed;
would not do it then—it would look to
much like being governed by his wife.
By and by he went around and looked
at'the stepsat the front door. They
certainly needed fixing bul he wonld
not do the job until after dinner. His
wife had him that he had better
do it before dinner. If bhe put it off
till afternoon, that wonld show that he
was not controled by his wife.

For an hour and o hall Job Potson

himsell he did not know. How coald
he work to advantage without the sug-
gestions of his wife? Where were the
helps and hints and encou ta
which, for s0 many years had been his
guides and nssistants? And when he
came to think of it seriously what sort
of a plece of work shouid he make of
it in attempling lo rule and govern =
person who knew more than he did,
and who understood better what should
be done? And furthermore, how was
he to call back the light of those smiles,
and keep up the warmth of the old
love?—What wounld his home be with
that light snd warmth withdrawn.

“TRUTH AND JUSK:

us. Let us dally noloager.
the consekeneces uv another defear,
Sech of our dimoerstie leders es did not
gitcommisbuns in the army air in bad
sbaip. They can’t get whisky on tick,
furever.
ez o be obliged to drink dilootid cam-
fene, wich hez a bad effeck upon the
stumick. Itrideit wunst. They must
be releeved.
posishens and their reglar salaris, fer

. g Ne o <

child. * .
 fBarah, T want to eg

. >y -

..

)

his neek and kissed him.
“Sarah you won"t 4

of husbands, and 1 love you truly and
fondly. Now go sad light your pipe,
and we'll bave a chat. I want to tell
you about Mrs. Bracket's visite lo Bos-
ton, and how she found herlost brother.

Job Potson was once more happy
and content; and st the close of the
pleasant, social evening, he was re-
solved that the suggestions of men, who
know no more sbout the] ways of a
peacefal, orderly bome than they know
about the Inhabitants of the moon,
should lead him never agnin to try

Church uv Bt.

domesuc experiments,
Nov. the 9, "63. I’

I preached yestsrday, from the fol-

lerin Lext:

**What shall we do to be saived?"”
This my bratbrin, 1= s imporiant en-

‘quiry. Speakin ez a Dimocrat who for

M:. NASBY PREACHES.

pint, I hev no hesilashen in savin that
we need savin in & inminent degree.
The dark wanives uv [anattysism which
woz mere ripples in 18fifty six, were
mounting high in '60 snd now they
role, unchecked, frum Calyforny 2
Mane. One island is yet unsquelsched.
Noo Gersey yet is troo to Dimoerisy—
a oasis amid the steril deserl, a green
spot by the wayside, a beckon lite to
the shipreckd marryner, a whisky jug
in Mane—thank hevin few Noo Gersy—
halleloogy! 1 am prowd 2 say that I,
poor pasier wus born ia Noo Gersy——
that my (sther sawd wood for the presy-
dent uv the Camden snd Amboy sad
my motber wuz his washerwoman.
Umble wuz our lot, but wot sez the
book. *H is better to be doorkeeper at
the house uy Dimocracy, thaa 10 be a
postmaster in the tents uv Abolish-
pism.” But 2 resoom:

What shall we do Lo be saived: This

now. Let me ask why do we need
savin? Dimocrisy is the pure, refind
salt uv the government—io speak uv
savin salt is s abserdity. Ahl my (riends
wile Dimocrisy savd the Guvernment,
the Guverment, savd Dimocrisy. It
wuz a strikin illastrashen uv the eter-
oal fitnis uv things. Bo long ez my
venrable fren hed a post orifis he
wood be wus ner a loonatik el be did
not sustane the Guvermentuthst giv
bim the post orifis. ' Every thing went
on, so leng ez we bed the post orifisers,
Wat we wanl jest now is voles—and
how to get om is the question. Whis-
key used to do it but alas! the smount
uv whisky pecessary o convert a
Abolishoist to Dimoerisy, wood kill
him afore he cood vote-~they not bein
seasoned vessels.

Wae lost controle, my brethren, by
beio stubborn. Ol let us dodge that
fatal error. The last eleckshen shode
that we cood not lede the people--let
the peopl: lede us. Ef the people
wont not war, let's sing hosanners Lo
peecel El they want war in Ohio, Jet
Ohio dimierats be war, and ii Noo
York wants Peece, let em be peece
men, Our platform is broad enuff to
aceommodait all and on the mane fues-
tiom, which is Post onifis we kin all
agree, halleloogy!

Hevin ihus settled the muiter uv
faith. we will consider that uv worke,
fer faith without works is uv no moar
use than » whisky punch without whis- |
ky. Ther must be no draft—the men |
mast be raised by volunteerin. Exira-|
ordinary indoosements muost be held
out fer Ablishnists Lo enlist—fer evry |
wun who goes stands a Jively chance uv
trubblin us po moar. We must hev
our volers back from Cansdy. My
friends their were eaulf good Demo-
erals in Canady to hev savd Ohio and
Noo York. They must be to hum, to!
wanst, Weneee!m.

We hev not sufficiently improved the
aiﬁm—we neglected him. Theris ¢
sides to lhe war question, but on nig-
ger we air invulperable. Why yu askl
Becus be hes no friends. Tbhe Ablish-
nists sir aleerd todefend bim, sod by
tackin uv him to them we hev won
menoy a fite. O blesa the Lord fer the
nigger, he is our lower uv strength.

y brethrin, we've a big job afore
Think ur

Sum sv em hev got so low

They must hev therr

losfed around the barn snd shed like a

Job Potson took his pipe down from |
man who knew not what to do with 2 toek his pipe down from

its litle shell over the fire place, snd

withont em ther stamicks is gone.

B
-" -
b . ot .
:
:

e started, and put her arm saround

*Tut, tut, Job. You sre one of the best

::'.:\ ‘ . oL ..l; “. ,:2
{beel. Bub not Interfere witls
4 1be appetites nor the heahh of the biys

- thal thehu-
merous friends of the 18th will be
plensed to hear from i, we presume to
address a short commupiestion for the
columas of your paper. Our Battery
has now been out over fifteen months,
and profass 1o bave seen & speck or two
of war, It started out to see the ofs-
phant, and it certainly saw the monster.
body, toe nails, tusks, trunk, and all,
foties, quoties, at Chicamangs. We do
not design giving an accownt of this
terrible conflict as enough has besn al-
ready wrillen on the subject, and per-
baps too much. The part which our

of

] of
7T fé nuan =
:u too small 10 endanger men in thas
ay.

Finally, Mr. Editor, we mny say that
we are at home on Moccasin Point snd
;houll:'you, or l:’ of our friends, wan-

er this way why just a_ visit to
Moocasin Point él.;“ m will fipd
the hleh_ sirfog uulg‘ntiuly. for
latch strings are played out, bere) with
W_ hard ll(l, Iﬂ‘l. and ']
or pickled pork, to spare s mesl or two,
though, to confess, our visitors would
bave 1o make their visite short for out
sccommodations are such that we could
Bob entertain them very long.

af, for it is the_ bedlthivat:

-

“".:-:4-‘:.

thirty yeres bes never akratchd a tikkit |
vewin thiogs frum s Dimecratik stand

inquiry is uv pakoolyer interest just!

{did & certain Corporal that we read
{about the other day.

brigade took in the terrible conflict is
now a maller of history.

After the battle the Battery erossed
the river at Chatlanooga, and took quar-
ters on a range of hills, called **Sirin-
ger's Ridge.” The river makes an im-

Laies Scrny Baok,
meose horse shoe bend around this NS e

ridge, soulh, and the bend is called H-”“A“ s - S

“Moccasin Bend.” Where this ridge i ot of his wile's rusuing away,

is terminated by the river, it is called |**M? “Don't pity me tili she somes

'*Hoe?lsg;kPoin‘li" which lies directly | back agaip,”

of ite out Mountsia. The moun-

l:i';o:o'ers far above the point, and is We feel that we are growing old for

held by the enemy. Whilst Capt. Nay- | "80¢ of somebody to tell us that we are
hing as young ne ever. Charming

lor’s Batlery, and ours, in conjunction,
hold the above mentioned point, falsehood! There is & yast deal of
vital air in loving worda.

The distanee by air line between the

rebel balteries on the mountaie, and

ours, is about one mile. The result is, The tenderest beart loves best the
coursgecus ome; the geatle voice says:
“Why wast thou so hasardous? The

that nearly every day wiloesses sharp
srtillery duels. So far the enemy has
deeper toned replies, “For thee, for
thee."

|dooe us no material damage, though
Women, like the plants In woods,

some of their shells came nocomlort
close. Upon the whole, the rrbef:

derive their softoess sod teanderness
from the shade.

have done ill shooting, their shots fall-

ing too short, or too high. It is amus-
|ing to hear the boys upon such occas-

Liveliness in the girl may be mis-

taken for good temper; but the little

pertinacity, which, at first, Is attracts

'ions, “Ho, bo! “they will yell back to
Loukout,”” you're loo short: give her
ively provoking, miay st last provoke
withont its attractiveness,

more elevation? or “too high, too highj
cut your fuse a little shorter! *“*Last

If you would be tolersted, be tolers
sob.  1f you would hesr the truth, tell

Monday it appeared that the enemy
was sending, what looked like a brig-

i, If you wouldn't be troubled, don's
be troublesome,

| ade of men, from left to right, high up
on the mountain. They could barely
We wish to close our eyes upon the
world in the places we Jove best; the

be seen by the naked eye, but the sun-
shine flashed in sparkies from the pol-

child in its mothers bosom, the patriot
i bis country.

|ished surfaces of their muskets, and
bayonets. Our Battery immediately
|opened nll its thonders, and there was

Bometimes a girl says no to an offer,

when it is plain as the nose on her fase

that she means yes. The best way to

done some of the prettiest artillery
|judge whether sha is ia earpest or not,

,shooting ever witnessed. The ammu-
|ilion was good, the fuses just right,

is to look siraight into her eyes, and
never mind ber nose,

INO. DANIELS,

|snd nearly every shell exploded ex
(actly where it was intended. The
|effect on the chivalry was electrical.
8moke and dust, and horrible missiles,
whizzsing Iragments of shell, were be-
fore them, behind them, over their
heads, and nmongst their feet. They
made double quick in the most un-
soldierly positions across the point ex-
posed. Sinee, they have shown them-
, selves ““few and far beiween.”
Qur boys have grown perfecily in-
different to the danger from rebel shells.
A shell comes howling over eamp, per-
haps bursting, and filling the air with
[ the sharp whizzing noise of the jagged
| Iragments, making the bushes and trees
erack, erash, and rattlety-bang, and all
the notice taken of the circumstance,
by them, will be, perhaps, some such
{expression as this, as they look up at
| the mountain; “you fool son of a gun
i had better be not wasting your amma-
| nition thay way." Ooe moonahining
night the ¢enemy commenced throwing
| shellaaround our eamp about midaight.
[All were soundly nsleep, save the
guards, and therefore the demonstra-
[tion came like a clap of thunder
| “Boom. whiz™* went the bursting ones,
and su-warhk went those that did not
harst, into the leaves and soft earth
Up rose nearly every man in bis bed,
not knowing precisely what was up
Buddenly light brake in on their minds;
*Oh the devil, its only the rebels was-
ting more of their ammunition,” says
one, and we heard another sleepily
drawl out, *Those darned fools on
Lookout will eripple some of us yet,”
and then sll Iay down to sleep soundly
until morning. The fact of itis, no
blonk cartridge can seare them like it

Is it mot true that the yotung nol
only appear to be, but really are, most
besutiful in the presence of those they
love? It calls forth all thelr besuty.
We are very curious to koow how
many feet in female arithmetic go to &
mile, for we never henrd of & lady yot
whose shoes were sot & mile too big
for her,

You ean never be satisfled that a
lady understands & kiss, woless you
have it from her own mouth,

The snow lies ealm apd white and
peaceful upon the earth, but it olten
gets into n flarry comlog dawn,

A young woman should not forget
that when once the door of the beart
is opened to a guest, there is 0o know=
ing who will come next.

Love generally makes n wise man
act like a fool, and lnterest sometimes
makes 8 fool act like & wise man.
Fashionable circles were sever so
numerous as they are now. Almost
every lady Lhat appears in the atreets is
the centre of one,

Better have no eyes, ears, noses, or
palates, than be obliged to see, hear,
smell, and taste everythiog that passes,
Quin told Lady Berkeley that she
looked blooming s spring; but, recol-
lecting that the season was pot then
very promising, be added, “Would 1o
Heaven the spring would Jook like your
Iadyship!™

£F My dear madam, can you give

They are too
much secustomed to hear real live
ones, intended o hurt, not to seare,
sing around their ears, and not only
little ballets, but great shells, big enough
for tea kettles. Were any of them *out
after roll call,” and = senticel was to
fire at them, snd a real bullet was ““to|
sing within an inch of their heads,”|
they would march on, perhaps barely
remarking, “‘what d—d fool was that

who let his gua go offl™ s ahaas ol 2 asked a fatigued
The boys have no tents, but they "“,[E,i, Arf::‘m_ 8 be :.l "‘I !'.
have erected |h::niu~n_ hml;ruble ‘eabin on the rosdside.
shaaties of pine logs, wit and | *] ain"t ot of W o
stick chimneys. '['l-eyl have :?nirua-' jed the 'E:,,:_ drop, stranger, 1o
ted bunks of pine pules, over which,” Bat tle
they spread pine tops. Over this th-y .d'. b..g:n W W g0y
lsy their blanket, or blankets, for none “Why, good gracious,” replied the
possess more than lwo blankets, and,' woman, what do you reckon one barrel
though having no *‘bed ticks flled with of whiskey is to me and m
straw,” they sleep none the less com- when we are out of milk?”

s

Brethiren, to the breech, to wuost.

-

fortubly and soundly thereby. Having  The traveler sloped.




